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Unto the dissipation of this Earth.
There is a clock in Pandemonium,
Hard by the burning throne of my great grandsire,
The slow vibrations of whose pendulum,
With click-clack alternation to and fro,
Sound " Ever, Never" thro' the courts of Hell,
Piercing the wrung ears of the damn'd that writhe
Upon their beds of flame, and whensoe'er
There may be short cessation of their wails,
Through all that boundless depth of fires is heard
The shrill and solemn warning " Ever, Never":
Then bitterly I trow they turn and toss
And shriek and shout to drown the thrilling noise.
Half after  midnight I             (Looking again at the timepiece.)
Wherefore stand I here?
Methinks my tongue runs twenty knots an hour: I must unto mine office.
(Exit abruptly,}
After reading the Bride of Lammermoor he wrote the following:
THE BRIDAL.*
The lamps were bright and gay
On the merry bridal-day, When the merry bridegroom
Bore the bride away! A merry, merry bridal,
A merry bridal-day! And the chapel's vaulted gloom
Was misted with perfume. " Now, tell me, mother, pray,
Why the bride is white as clay, Although the merry bridegroom
Bears the bride away,
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